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scared faces of the priests and officials, and having the money
weighed out.   Not a coin was left.

He slapped himself on the chest, and drank deep that
night. A good bribe must go to Dolabella, who was coming
round to sense. Money was needed; for money bought men,
food, swords.

Men. That was the solution. More veterans must be
brought to Rome. None of the talkers at the house on the
Carinse knew exactly what was to be done; but they were
preparing for war. Lucius suggested that Antonius should
make a tour of Campania, on pretext of seeing to the proper
carrying out of the settlement at Casilinuni, and come back
to Rome with some thousands more of veterans.

A fine idea, Antonius clapped his hands and called for
more drink. Action. He'd like a few weeks in the open*
He'd be faithful of course to Fulvia; he swore to himself,
afraid she would read his thoughts and claw his eyes out;
but across his mind there drifted the picture of dancing-girls,
fat, cheap ones, the kind that got beamingly drunk and had
no memories. He too would forget and come back with a
good conscience.

He put his arm round the back of young Quintus Cicero,
who now frequented the house.
"Won't you come?5'

"I don't want to go south. I might strike my blathering
old uncle. I tell you there'll be no peace in the State till
you put him away."

Qpintus Cicero drank with an oath, feeling a full-fledged
conspirator. Certainly he didn't want to go south, though
he'd have liked to ride about with Antonius; but he also
hoped to see more of young Clodia> the girl he'd rescued
from a bawdy robbers' den: he'd now come almost to believe
that part of the story himself. Clodia, however, had been
very good since her escapade; her terrified nurse Bhebeo
had seen to that*

THE people had not forgotten the martyr Marius, though
they bore no grudge against Antonius for his death. The
martyrdom was one of those things that merely happened ;
what mattered was that there was a martyr. The faith of